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sure that, if successful, my renown would transcend even that of

the famous Captain M-----.

It was not long before the wished-for occasion presented
itself. At the end of September I went on a visit to the village
of Ishan Dewan, one of the headmen of the Chakma tribe, which
was situated close to our most advanced police post of Kassa-
long, a long day's journey from my head-quarters up the
Karna-phuli. The mam object of my visit was to meet some
Lushai messengers who had been sent to me by our old enemy
Rutton Poia, and, if it could be managed, I intended to accom-
pany them back across the frontier and pay a visit to the chief
in his own village.

The Lushai (t karbaris " (literally " men of business ") duly
arrived, and met me at Kassalong. In their interview with me
they stated that Rutton Poia was anxious to maintain the
friendly relations at present existing between us, and trusted
that his people might be permitted to trade, as heretofore, at
our frontier markets. He wished also to assure me that he had
had nothing to do with the late raid on the Bohmong's villages.
I listened patiently to all they had to say, and then replied that,
as the matters they referred to were of the highest importance,
it was necessary for me to see their chief personally. Would
he meet me at Kassalong ? Impossible. Then I would myself
go to him. After some demur this was at length agreed to.

Ishan Dewan did all he could to dissuade me from the enter-
prise, reminding me that it was not so long ago that Rutton
Poia had murdered, or caused to be murdered, a sergeant and *
f'^yfr) of our frontier policemen, who had been sent on a friendly
message to Ms village,   I meant going, however, and told Ishan
that, although there might be danger to a policeman, there
could be none to an official of my exalted position.
,    I ordered Jemadar Fuzlah, with twenty of my best men, fully
fpmed, to accompany me, and the next morning we started in
canoes on our journey up stream.   About six miles
Kassalong we reached the Burkhul rapids, a grand tumble

'of water; here it was that my predecessor, Captain M-----, had

down from a lofty over-hanging crag, which towered a
feet or more above the roaring water, to- take his
swim.   Truly a bold and dare-devil feat!